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Radix is a newly founded publication designed 
to give rise to voices of activism within the 
Berkeley area and beyond, influenced by the 
growing struggle to reform public education.

Remember, Nothing is Over.

Sept. 24th (a.k.a. UC faculty Walkout) - UC-wide walkout of faculty, students, 
and workers in protest of the tuition increases, budget cuts, layoffs, furloughs, 
and general degredation of the commitment to quality educational standards by 
the UC administration. On Berkeley’s campus alone around 5000 individuals are 
estimated to have participated.

Nov. 18th (a.k.a. A&E Building Occupation) - Short-lasting occupation by a 
group of protesters of the Architects & Engineering building in protest of the 
budget cuts. No police charges were made due to an agreement between protestors 
and cops, but student conduct charges were still filed by the UC.

Nov. 20th (a.k.a. Wheeler 43) - Twelve hour occupation of the second floor of 
Wheeler Hall by 43 students and activists on November 20th, 2009. Those inside 
the building opened a window to the west, overlooking a grassy field where a circle 
of riot police and 2000 supporters slowly materialized until the protesters were ar-
rested around 4 or 5 p.m. The original police charges of misdemeanor trespassing 
have since been dropped, yet student conduct charges were again filed.

Live Week (a.k.a. Wheeler 66, Freeler Hall, Open University) - Student open-
ing of Wheeler Hall for  24 hours a day, every day of the week before finals (dead 
week). It was designed as a reclamation of student space and a demonstration 
of the possibilities of student-led education. What seemed to be an agreement 
between students and police turned into a surprize 4:45 a.m. raid on Friday, 
December 11th where 66 individuals were arrested. Included among those arrested 
were students invited to study, folks seeking shelter from the freezing rain, and 
individuals simply sleeping. All arrestees were detained in Santa Rita County Jail 
for a day, but no police charges were ever filed.

Dec. 11th (a.k.a. UC8) - After the 66 arrests, a group of protesters marched to 
Chancellor Birgeneau’s house where two potted plants and a window were broken. 
Police arrived, and arrested 8 individuals including two UCB students, and placed 
them in jail with several felony charges and $130,000 bail. All felony charges were 
completely dropped, yet the two UCB students were given interim suspensions 
despite a total lack of incriminating evidence.

March 4th - International Strike and Day of Action for public education reform.

Terms and Events
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Recreating Space and the Things I did 
in Freeler Hall

By Elliot Goldstein

Next time you walk into Wheeler, take a breath, and try to imagine yourself stand-
ing in Freeler Hall. Can you see the derided bust of Chancellor Wheeler lurking in 
the corner of a space that existed in a state of creative freedom - far from the Univer-
sity he sought to control. Can you see the paintings and poetry on the doorways? The 
unisex bathrooms? What about the “free library”? 

Now touch the walls. Can you feel that they were alive in a very real way, if only 
for a moment. Just stop for a moment and listen. Can you hear the conversations and 
discussions relating to, well fuck, probably anything you can think of!  Listen carefully 
and you just might hear the residual reverberations of jam sessions echoing through 
the halls, a skinny girl with a gigantic voice belting out melodies that vibrated the 
iron atoms of Chancellor Wheeler’s statue. Smell the air, my friend. Can you smell 
the free Cheeseboard pizza and coffee that wafted through the lobby nightly?  

Next time you sit in Wheeler auditorium know that I danced triumphantly to 
Daft Punk and Michael Jackson on the arm rests of your seat. When you’re staring 
tediously at the main screen, know that I was behind it with a beautiful girl, making 
out passionately. Try to imagine that next time you doze off in Econ 1. And If your 
learning something in Wheeler that you find total irrelevant to the world in which 
you reside, try and imagine me giving a powerpoint presentation on the main projec-
tor about my vision of the movement. One voice. Heard by my peers. What followed 
was a half hour discussion about the direction we need to focus our energy and an 
in-depth conversation of the “education crisis”.

Ladies, next time you’re in the girls bathroom, imagine me (a boy) getting a haircut 
right in front of that big mirror between the sinks. Why?? Because I was studying and 
my hair kept getting in my eyes! So I thought, ‘shiet, It’s my University! Why not?’ 
(Plus I need to save money man. How many haircuts will equal $2500??) 

If you ever have a class in room 205, look out the window and see me chillin’ there 
on the window sill at 3 am, staring up at the majestic Campanile. My breath escaped 
my chest only to be captured by the frigid air. Was I looking at a different Berkeley 
than the one you see each day? Maybe. I felt so close to the creative intellectual en-
ergy that permeates every brick and tree of Our University. From my perch on top 
Freeler Hall, Berkeley came to life, and I could see my University for what it truly is. 
A beautiful light-filled contradiction in motion, constantly working to gain a greater 
awareness of self and of the world we all occupy together. 

Freeler Hall was the recreation of a space usually only used for traditional one-way 
learning, into an all-purpose, creative, two-way learning and studying environment. 
The energy was positive. I loved the time I spent in Freeler Hall, and when I find 

myself sitting in Wheeler, I will remember fondly the adventures I had in Freeler.
Fall ’09 was my first semester at Berkeley. I’m a freshman, and a spring admit at 

that. I was in FPF this semester and so technically I’m not even on campus yet! How 
strange and wonderful that I have cultivated such an intimate relationship with a 
campus that I’m technically not even a student at; and yet, in so many ways this 
school is mine more than the fourth year student who managed to walk on the sur-
face of the vast sea that is Berkeley without diving in and seeing the wonders below 
the surface. This semester I helped to recreate spaces on our campus (like the Anthro-
pology Library Liberation) with the intention of cultivating a greater understanding 
of the issues present at Berkeley and the world. Hopefully next time I’ll get to recreate 
a space with you!

The “Unison”©: A Synergistic Model 
for the Solvent Merger of California’s 
Universities and Prisons (Part 2 of 2)

Abstract. The following is the second part of a two-part study drawn up by the UC 
Movement for Efficient Privatization (UCMeP). Part One of this groundbreaking study 
gives approbation to the Governor’s recent public-relations-stunt-disguised-as-a-budget-
proposal (to “support public education” by privatizing the state prison system). Despite 
their appreciation of the governor’s rhetorical maneuvers, Part Two explains UCMeP’s 
concern that the proposal unnecessarily pits prisons against universities. UCMeP then 
unveils an innovative proposal for unifying the privatization projects of education and in-
carceration in the State of California, calling for the synergistic creation of the world’s first 
combined university-prison institution, or the Unison©. To conclude, UCMeP details 
the remarkable and innovative steps administrators at UC Berkeley are already taking 
towards synergizing education and incarceration. 

PART TWO: University + Prison = the Unison©
We here at the UC Movement for Efficient Privatization (UCMeP) were cautiously 
thrilled by the innovative budget plan recently rolled out by our burly hunk of a gov-
ernor, Mr. Schwarzenegger, on Friday, January 8. In Part 1 of our study (which you 
can read at www.privatizeUCnow.tumblr.com) we celebrated Arnie’s wonderfully-
wily plan to allow our once-golden state to cut its losses on its multi-decade long pris-
on building spree (what UCMeP has long preferred to call “California’s Long-Term 
Penal Infrastructural Development and Beautification Project”) by deftly accelerating 
its plans to de-regulate the incarceration industry into a competitive private venture. 
We were especially encouraged by Schwarzenegger’s savvy decision to present this 
proposal under the inspiringly insidious pretense of “supporting” public education. 
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What a brilliant move to demobilize the terrorist network currently wreaking havoc 
throughout our state in the name of preserving that wasteful (dis-)service of “public” 
education! 

Despite Arnie’s honorably deceitful proposal, we here at UCMeP, like so many other 
groups at the University of California, could not help but be critical of the way in 
which the governor’s plan pits universities against students. Yet unlike those mischief-
makers at OccupyCa (see the Marxist circuity and disgusting rationality of their re-
sponse to the governors’ proposal http://occupyca.wordpress.com/), UCMeP is not 
calling for any “unity... in the struggle against the privatization of both schools and 
prisons,” but instead urges for the privatization of schools and prisons to be uni-
fied. Rather than separate the two privatization projects, we believe universities and 
prisons should consolidate their efforts. We aver that such unity must abide by the 
time-tested and fiscally sound corporate strategy of synergy.

Instead of pitting the state’s two most internationally renowned institutions against 
each other, the privatization projects of incarceration and education – two lucrative 
business ventures that have been kept separate for far too long in the golden State of 
California – should be efficiently and profitably consolidated through a careful yet 
speedy merger. For the end product of such a consolidation, UCMeP envisions an 
entirely novel, bankable, and combinatory incarceratory-educational entity called, 
the Unison© (short for the University-Prison). Like its pithy and cleverly efficient 
name suggests, the actual form such a groundbreaking merger would take should 
draw on the most profitable characteristics of both the university and the prison, all 
the while strategically excising the less “solvent” parts.

Now, some might claim that such an innovative project will never come to pass. To 
this, we would simply like to point to how experiments with the Unison© are already 
well underway in California. We find it instructive to look specifically at University 
of California at Berkeley, which has taken the greatest strides towards transforming 
itself into a combination university-prison.

As anyone who has recently stepped foot on the campus of UC Berkeley can attest, 
the prisonification of what once was “the world’s best public university” (which is of 
course an oxymoron) is already at foot. What was once “a hotbed of communism and 
homosexuality” (according to former governor Ronald Reagan), UC Berkeley has 
recently become an instructive paragon in penal and educational synergy, incorporat-
ing a number of practices from more-established correction facilities, and in some 
cases, even improving upon and making more efficient established incarceratory pro-
cedures. On this note, we would like to conclude this short missive by pointing to 
just three of the many innovative steps UC Berkeley has taken to synergize education 
and incarceration, which we hope other universities will draw on for guidance: 

Synergy Step #1: Replace Faculty with Police. Not only has the UC Berkeley ad-
ministration recently demonstrated sound fiscal decision-making abilities by getting 

rid of redundant staff, faculty, and union employees (as well as starting to push out 
those expensive middle-class students), but in doing so, administrators have replaced 
them with increased numbers of police officers who are now a familiar presence on 
campus both aesthetically and tangibly. Far from being a drain on resources, how-
ever, this growing cohort of police officers is actually a long-term investment in the 
university’s fiscal and academic future. In the long-run, we believe increased numbers 
of moderately-paid police on campus will ultimately phase out the outdated, aging, 
and much higher-paid tenured faculty in the Humanities and Social Sciences, thus 
ultimately saving the university money. Additionally, the lessons of obedience, disci-
pline, and respect for authority that officers can literally pound into the university’s 
impressionable minds, we believe, will help build a much sounder and more acquies-
cent citizenry than the critical thinkers and rabble-rousing socialists those armchair-
activists in the Humanities currently aspire to churn out. 

Synergy Step #2: Infrastructural Resource Maximization through Overcrowd-
ing. As is well known, California’s prison industry saves untold millions each year 
by practicing sound infrastructural and personnel austerity measures. While some 
activist judges at the federal level (undoubtedly bribed by the rich prison union lob-
by) have determined these measures as contributing to massive overcrowding in the 
state’s many prisons (even ordering California to cut its prison population by 40,000 
over the next two years, a demand Schwarzenegger wisely ignored), these efforts are 
actually an enviable model of resource maximization. This is a lesson UC adminis-
trators seem to have learned well as evidenced by their shrewd decisions to increase 
already high class-sizes while slashing course offerings. 

Synergy Step #3: Closed Tribunals instead of Transparent Trials. While UC 
Berkeley has transposed a number of practices regularly used in prisons directly onto 
the university, UC administrators have also impressively enhanced many of the crim-
inal justice system’s most inefficient procedures. Perhaps the best example of this can 
be seen in the brilliant steps UC Berkeley has recently taken to revamp the efficacy of 
tired and inefficient juridical processes in its campaign of criminalization against stu-
dents. In the many exciting tribunals currently being held against dissenting students 
(what the administration creatively terms ‘student conduct hearings’), UC Berkeley 
has not hesitated in throwing out all notions of giving students the right to a fair 
trial. Unlike the highly bureaucratic and rule-bound state criminal justice system, 
UC Berkeley bravely recognizes that things like a compelling body of evidence, trial 
by jury, and the right to legal representation are simply (costly) obstacles that stand 
in the way of speedy and efficient punishments. In their bold and enviable disregard 
for justice, UC Berkeley has demonstrated, that the public university system is much 
more adept than its counterparts in the justice system at saving costs and ensuring 
convictions.

As UC Berkeley tirelessly works to shed its anachronistic (not to mention narrow) 
educational mission by promoting synergy between the two burgeoning industries of 
incarceration and education, we here at UCMeP look forward to the day when the 
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University of California and the state prison system will officially combine forces to 
make real the dream of a born-again UC: the Unison© of California. And perhaps 
we will even be able to soon add a new UC to our venerable campus roster: UC San 
Quentin.

Faithfully Yours,
UCMeP
www.privatizeUCnow.tumblr.com
Facebook: UC Movement for Efficient Privatization (UCMeP)
UCMePberkeley@gmail.com

“In Santa Rita”
By Daria Garina

A poem about prison abolition, othering, and the wheeler occupations.

“We’re not criminals!”my cellmate said.
“We’re not like them, we don’t belong here.”

If I wasn’t shaking on the cement floor,
barefoot and broken, I would have told you, cellmate:

The cops, the laws, the jails,
are not here to protect us from the criminals.

We are the criminals, cellmate.
Guilty of resistance.

No one,
not one of us belongs in jail.

When the cops came to lock up the poor,
we did not speak out.
We were not yet poor.

When the cops came for the people of color,
we did not speak out.
We held on tightly to our privilege. 

And when the cops came for us,

in the night, 
with flashlights, handcuffs, and batons,
….
There was silence.
No one was left to speak out.

We are all criminals here, cellmate,
And our silence did not protect us.

The police, they broke our hands.
They did not serve, did not protect us.

This is one system of oppression, cellmate,
and our privilege, our education, 
they did not protect us.

No one belongs in jail,
and only we will protect us.

Don’t give Birgeneau a free pass to shut 
down student organizing

By Yaman Salahi

One need not agree with whatever happened at the Chancellor’s mansion to resist 
the administration’s attempt to co-opt independent student forces by soliciting their 
blanket condemnation of the incident.

Governor Schwarzenegger finally took notice of public education after the incident, 
calling individuals who were allegedly involved “terrorists.” Earlier today [December 
12th] the Chancellor and his PR spokesperson Dan Mogulof echoed a similar ap-
proach, calling them “extremists.” Of course, we have no idea what actually happened 
yet, or if police provocateurs played any role, but it is clear that with this incident 
the administration and police hope to obtain a pretext to further suppress student 
organizing efforts. Students should not give it to them — even if they disagree with 
what their peers are accused of doing. 

Problems began last Friday morning [December 11th] when the Chancellor’s po-
lice raided the Open University, a beautiful show of a student-run university, at 5am, 
sending over 60 students to jail for the day despite agreements between administra-
tors and Open University strikers to keep the hall open until the evening.

After the arrests, the University was quick to invoke its new doctrine of “preemp-
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tive” police raids, claiming that an advertised concert was actually an intent to violate 
that agreement. The University gives itself away here, though, because if protestors 
merely “intended” to break the agreement, then the University is admitting they had 
committed no such violation. Instead, the Chancellor himself was the first to violate 
it. Such a breach on the University’s part only re-affirms that the administration can-
not be trusted in these matters, given its eagerness to shut down the student move-
ment as a whole. Why else would it use such extreme punitive measures of raid and 
arrest and jail time to students in their pajamas, if not to send a deterrent message to 
other students?

One week ago marked the anniversary of the Free Speech Movement. Today, that 
movement is praised on a consensus even by University officials and conservative 
parts of the student body. However we should not forget that when that movement 
was still growing, University officials took strong positions against it, engaging in 
smear campaigns against the strikers similar to the one we see today. One need only 
visit the Free Speech Cafe at Moffitt Library to confirm this by reading the headlines 
printed on the coffee tables. What won out in the end was not conforming to the 
behaviors and ideologies espoused or tolerated by administrators, but strong student 
resolve against the administration and even against police attempts to arrest strikers. 
Today the very same people maligning the student movement pretend to praise the 
FSM, but their position is incoherent and does not actually show any regard whatso-
ever to political activism.

Students today face a similar scenario. The administration wants to impose a spe-
cific topology on the student movement, pressuring all students to affirm their be-
longing to one area of the map and not another. The governor has adopted the Bush 
language of terrorism to demonize the movement that his own gutting of public edu-
cation created, and the administration has invoked the Bush doctrine of pre-emption 
to justify police raids and mass arrests even in the absence of criminal activity or 
evidence thereof. Students should not allow the administration to set parameters on 
discourse or action. If such parameters are to exist, they should be created by students 
with common aims and not by the administration when it exploits events like these 
for its own sake.

In forging a new language of political engagement and action, students will face 
vigorous resistance from the powers that be. Minor events like today’s, involving 
few students, will be characterized by administrators and cooperating media as flash 
points marking the ominous direction of the student movement at large. Incidents 
where police deployment was so clearly inappropriate will be let aside as incidents like 
these are foregrounded to justify future police presence and action against protesters. 
Everybody will pay attention to violence against the Chancellor, even as the Chancel-
lor orders violence against student strikers acting well within their rights.

What gives the Chancellor the pretext to shut down the student movement, 
though, are not the actions of a few people but the reactions of the rest of the move-
ment. If we allow them to shift the focus to these incidents, instead of fee hikes, pro-
gram cuts, police brutality, and abominable mismanagement, then they have done 
all they need to do to preserve their own power. Even if a wrong is ever committed, 
students should never give the administration or police a free hand to do with the 

accused as they please. After all, no rhetorical concessions are necessary on the part 
of student organizers and activists to keep moving forward — and they must move 
forward, because–do not forget this–the administration is comfortable not moving 
at all.

Wheeler Arrests and the Reproduction 
of the Violent System: My Education at 

UC Santa Rita
By Cristina Urista

As I sat in the drafty basement hallway of Wheeler, hands tied behind my back, I 
was deliriously preaching to the police officers in front of me that I was fighting for 
their rights as well. I was saying this as a line of police officers were filling the hallway 
perpendicular to me with large black duffel bags, batons spilling out of them. After a 
while I didn’t know whether I was still preaching or laughing, or both. The situation 
became so surreal that I suddenly had an epiphany. The police officers were following 
orders and going through a carefully and coldly calculated procedure. They num-
bered us 1 through 66, they took our pictures, they made sure to frighten the shit 
out of us, but it was all part of the procedure. These cold and calculated procedures 
are part of the larger school system. I have seen our campus’ flow chart of commands 
– orders come from the chancellor and are then relayed down to the uniforms I saw 
standing before me. It didn’t matter who was behind those uniforms – the procedure 
would be the same. 

That was my epiphany – it is the university system that is inherently violent. But 
we only turn our heads, are horrified, get mad, and have other strong emotional 
reactions when we see this violence in a visible form that we recognize as violence 
– such as when students are batoned, punched, or shot at by our police force. But 
we fail to see that the violence inherent in our school system is always there. When 
the administration exploits students for their personal profit – that’s violence. When 
the administration castrates all of us: students, staff, and faculty by saying that their 
corporate agenda will be pushed no matter what we say or do – violence. When the 
administration furloughs staff, stuffs professors into crappy lecture halls, when work-
ers lose sleep at night wondering if they are going to keep their jobs, when workers 
lose their jobs, when families are thrown into fear and despair – that is all violence! 

Students walking through Sproul Plaza are turned into cash cows by the greed of 
the administration. However, most students are blind to the fact that they are walk-
ing around with dollar signs floating above their heads. These students demonstrate 
apathy and ignorance towards the university crisis. They don’t react or care when 
peaceful protesters fighting for their educational rights are arrested without a disper-
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sal warning and shuffled off to Santa Rita at the break of dawn, some with no shoes or 
pants on. Their apathy and ignorance are forms of violence that not only make them 
victims but oppressors within the system as well. Berkeley is part of a larger economic 
system in this country that values material greed, competition, exploitation, individ-
uation, elitism, and the ever-growing trend towards neoliberalism. These values were 
bred into these ambitious students by the system and this is how the violent system 
reproduces itself. It doesn’t even matter who the faces behind the administration are, 
because we are all being exploited and complacent in the exploitation by the system. 
I realized this as we were lined up, body searched, and escorted into the police buses.

I was mute as the dark buses came to a sober and chilling halt in front of Santa 
Rita. The sheriff came into the bus and barked at us in what seemed to me like a re-
hearsed speech, “Hey! You are going to be escorted out of this bus into the detention 
center! This isn’t a game! OKAY! This isn’t Berkeley! You mess with the process and I 
will bury you! I will bury you!” I smiled to myself as I thought about the irony of this 
statement. Berkeley – Santa Rita - same thing, same process. One is merely a so-called 
“reward” for keeping up the status quo of the system and the other a punishment for 
deviating from it. We either reproduce the system or we are escorted into Santa Rita. 
Among past prisoners of Santa Rita: Mario Savio who served 120 days for trespass-
ing, Berkeley professors protesting nuclear weapons on our campus, and my own 
father when immigration picked him up.

Part of the process at Santa Rita was giving my personal information and belong-
ings to the receptionist behind the window pains. I had noticed that she was wearing 
a union button that read: “Fair Wages or Strike”. The irony became unbearable for 
me. And as another officer taking down my fingerprints shared with me that we were 
fighting for a good cause I began to feel light headed. The officer told me to lean my 
weight against hers when she saw that I was about to pass out. I took deep breaths 
and eventually made my way through the blue line that guided me to the mug shot 
camera and then into the detention hall.

After returning to campus, I was emotionally scarred. I hated being on campus. 
Along with the bad memories I would also cringe as I felt students walk past me in 
packs through Sather Gate, in packs to Moffit Library, to the Golden Bear Café, 
through Sproul Plaza. In my fits of paranoia I saw and felt the violent system through 
them. I dodged crowds and averted my eyes because their apathy and ignorance hurt 
me like when the police officer grabbed me so violently that he left a dark purple 
bruise the size of a baseball on my right arm. Like when the AB 540 student at 
Wheeler was arrested with us. Like when my classmate lay beaten and bruised on the 
floor during the November 20th Wheeler Occupation, protesting the signing of the 
fee hikes. She told me that she stood stiff, with her arms by her side as the batons 
starting coming down on her crotch, stomach, legs, and arms. This is what happened 
– constant violent flash backs as I tried to make my way through campus. 

Finally, I had to ask myself if I was going crazy? Were the values and beliefs that 
I was fighting for glossy-eyed idealism? Were all those groomed up students level 
headed in conforming to the system? All the well-known theories of political science 
flashed inside my head: game theory, prisoner’s dilemma, dismal theory. All the “You 
get yours” and “Better you than me” lessons flashed by me as well. But then I realized 

the simple truths: our economy is failing, the gap between the rich and the poor is 
growing, our educational system is failing, our planet is rapidly being polluted and 
endangered, our health is worsening, and people are dying in unnecessary wars. These 
are all the result and are symptoms of corporate greed – of all the values and the 
status quo that we adhere to and praise in America and in our very own university as 
well. Our very own university that helps build the weapons of mass destruction for 
our country – that engineers the threat of destroying our human race in the name of 
progress! How can we survive, how can the quality of our university survive in such a 
system? I came to the realization that our university system, functioning as a micro-
cosm of our larger political and social system, is not only inherently exploitative and 
violent but is also self-destructive and suicidal! 

After my arrest, my housemates always asked me if I was okay. Knowing that I 
could not fool them I always replied that I wasn’t. I hated that question. I hated 
that question because I did not have the strength to verbalize everything that I have 
written here. I could not express to them how I felt that they were not okay either – 
whether they realized it or not. My experience at Wheeler was only a violent awaken-
ing to our shared oppression by the violent system. UC Berkeley – Santa Rita – UC 
Santa Rita – same thing, same process, same system.

Warning Signs
By Dee Allen

When land is left vacant,
Pitch up a tent  on poles
Drive ropes & stakes into the ground to secure it,
And a new home is established.
Many more tents will follow.
A village in formation.
Fertile, safe ground.

When foreclosed houses are left vacant,
Fill them up again.
With families. Give each other
  a roof.
A home in formation.
Warmer, safe ground.

When the workers loses jobs and the factory floor threatens
  to be empty, sit.
Stay. Own & operate Poem continues on page 16
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The means of production,
The source of your livelihood.
You don’t need a boss.

When the fees for higher learning
    increase and teachers & classes
    are eliminated because the
    Regents hunger for more money,
Sit. Stay.
The halls of education are yours
To re-shape as you see fit.
Learn as you see fit.
Live outside another’s dictates.

The perfect storm
Hit Wall Street one year ago
And only the elite were spared.
The storm’s path of destruction
Affected everyone
And before it could bury us,
We took shelter
In occupying
What occupies our lives all along.
It is a right & a biological necessity.
What you see are warning signs
Of an insurrection forthcoming.
Bigger than this crisis.
Capitalism is on its last legs,
Turning to ruining lives & Fascism
To self-sustain.
It has then, now & always
Been the crisis.

To survive the storm surge, here
        is the cure:
Strike. Take over. Occupy
         everything.

Written: Chanukkah 2009
[An open letter to recession’s victims.]
*Written in Santa Rita County Jail, Dublin, California;
detention wing 6, cell #10, F-Pod.

“We have enough activists, we need 
more organizers”

By Jason Wins

Dear Friends,
I recognize that a lot of people have put in a ton of energy throughout this past 

semester in the”movement” in a variety of capacities and I appreciate much of the 
passion and determination. But I also have some concerns about the way things have 
been going.

Although I might come off as very critical, I  do so with humility because I find 
myself guilty of many of my own critiques. If I mis-characterize or misunderstand  
anyone’s actions or perspectives, I apologize because it is not my intent. I am only 
working with what I have seen and heard. Please feel free to publicly disagree or come 
talk to me. Please note that I am writing as an individual, therefore this document 
doesn´t necessarily represent anyone other than myself.

While I appreciate that no one grouping or strategy has hegemony or a monopoly 
on “the movement”. While it may be obvious to us that there is a wide diversity of 
ideologies, perspectives, strategies and experiences of the people who have been active 
throughout the semester, we often take for granted that this is clear to people that are 
less involved. If we let media such as the Daily Cal and SF Chronicle do the major-
ity of talking and representation for us, then it is very possible that (for better or for 
worse) the actions of a relatively small group of people can easily be construed to be 
representative of the entire “student movement”, “demonstrators” or even the entire 
population of people who are adversely affected by fee increases, layoffs, privatization, 
etc... (which is enormously larger than all of the people who have been active so far).

This is why many of my critiques come from the question of audience.
Whenever we engage in any protest or action, who is the target and what message 

ends up coming across to them? While some people may be intently focused on put-
ting pressure on officials such as chancellors, administrators, regents, heads of police 
departments or politicians in Sacramento, I think that before any of those targets, our 
primary audience should be the people who are getting screwed over but not active 
at the moment. Whenever we do an action or demonstration, we should be asking 
ourselves, is this inviting to the people who happen to see it so that they could po-
tentially get involved and take some ownership of the broadly defined “movement”? 
Generally speaking, if it were enough that people are getting screwed over for them 
to fight back, I think there would have been a revolution a long time ago. The point 
is that we should not assume why people are not active at the moment. 

They may not have the same circle of friends as you, dress like you, listen to the 
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same music as you, have the same skin color as you, have the same personal interests 
as you but there are so many of these people that we should see as potential allies if 
we really do a genuine job of outreach. Guess what? We don’t have to look very far 
because they are in our classes, our workplaces, and our dorms but maybe we haven’t 
had a real conversation with them yet. Outreach is not yelling on a bullhorn, passing 
out pieces of paper on Sproul Plaza without any discussion, or marching into other 
schools announced.

Real outreach requires breaking out of our own comfort zones, building real rela-
tionships with these people, having patient dialogue with these people about what 
do they think should be done, what do think this is necessary, what do they think is 
possible in the short term and long term, and most importantly, what are they ready  
to do right now? This may not correspond to what is in our heads or what we think 
should be done. This could take a variety of forms, such as the building meetings that 
we saw prior to the strike, tabling and fliering not as ends to themselves but really 
as props to generate conversation and most importantly engaging all of the people 
that we are already connected to in our classes, workplaces and dorms. We need to 
be regularly discussing with not just students but rank and file staff, the people who 
serve the food, clean the buildings, process the paperwork, etc..., the people who 
actually make the university run. Until then, it seems a little silly to be calling for 
an “indefinate wildcat general strike.” Regardless if there is a functioning “outreach 
committee” at any given moment, I think this kind of outreach should be everyone’s 
main preoccupation.

With that being said, simply having conversations with people about being active 
for the sake of being active is not going to cut it. If you ever have seen a hamster on 
a running wheel, they will frantically run on it for as long as it takes for them to get 
exhausted, then they collapse. I fear that without any real discussion and articulation 
of strategy, this has been the experience of many people and will be the experience of 
more people if we don’t get our act together.

While I was initially enthusiastic, I have become more and more convinced that 
General Assemblies and large meetings may not be the best context to have these 
discussions rather than for organizers to take the initiative to go out of their way and 
engage with the people who are not currently active where they are on an informal 
and individual basis. Have the large meetings been tedious and frustrating? Yes. Have 
they exhausted people and pushed them away? Yes. Have they been hectic and disor-
ganized? Yes. Have they alienated people that aren’t as comfortable in that space? Yes. 
Have they confined some of the creative things people may have wanted to do? Yes. 
Do they have to be any of these things? I would hope not but I honestly do not know.

But what is the other extreme? Is it really that great for everyone to do whatever 
they feel like with no accountability to each other? I think that what happened at the 
Chancellor´s house gave us all a glimpse of what we can expect. As much we would 
like to think that we are all autonomous from each other, we are not in the eyes of 
our audience who likely sees “the protesters doing this or that.” Therefore, we are not 
as autonomous from each other as we would like to think because the actions of any 
group of people can have really big consequences to everyone else. I do not have a 
solution to this question other than to request that the people who are going to do 

whatever they want at least be mindful of this reality.
I understand that particular types of actions can not be discussed publicly so easily 

for practical reasons. But as was acknowledged several times, November 20th became 
what it was, not just because of the 43 folks inside Wheeler but also because of the 
2,000-odd people outside that put themselves on the line as well. For that reason, it 
is important that for the future, there should be more of an attempt to include the 
broader community of stakeholders in the discussion, not necessarily about security 
details, but rather the political content such as demands. Not to be rhetorical, but 
how many of laid-off AFSCME custodians were actually reached out to prior to 
November 20? If it is indeed true that taking a particular type of action that requires 
a certain level of secrecy is incompatible with having a broader discussion of of the 
political content, I have a hard time supporting it. If for no other reason, I wouldn´t 
expect 2,000 people supporting the way that they did again if they are not included 
in this discussion.

If we see ourselves as organizers, we should have confidence in our ideas that we 
can not only convince others who are currently “unorganized” but also learn a tre-
mendous amount from them if we are open to listen.

Maybe we need to have real political discussions with these people to counter what 
they may have been told, such as: Are the cuts/layoffs/fee increases/etc... inevitable? Is 
the UC broke? Is California broke? Is the problem those greedy labor unions/spoiled 
students who feel entitled to everything? How are the cuts connected to larger social 
injustices around issues of class and race? Who created the crisis and who is going to 
pay for it? (This last one is up to us to decide.)

I may be the only person who thinks this, but to tell you the honest truth, I think 
before we are able to really have these types conversations with many people, we first 
need to do a little bit of “damage control” by discussing with them about what have 
they heard and what are their impressions about some of the recent events associated 
with “the movement”.

This is the difference between being an activist and being an organizer. An activist 
goes to demonstration after demonstration with many of the same faces but other-
wise sees themselves as consumer able to choose whatever causes and actions they 
individually want to commit to. An activist is a mere passenger of whatever may be 
going on at any given moment. If an activist proposes an action, it is based on what 
they and their close milieu want to do. In contrast, an organizer tries to be in the 
driver’s seat, not by being a manipulative demagogue, but constantly engaging the 
people that they are connected to to see what do they want to do, what are they ready 
to do, and what could be proposed that would raise the bar for them.

We have enough activists, we need more organizers.

For the sake of argument, I think it would be much more powerful politically if 
millions of people (stakeholders such as K-12 school students, their parents, com-
munity college students, CSU students, working class UC students, and staff at every 
single level) got together and marched in Sacramento with the perspective that every-
one of them needed to become organizers rather than a couple hundred people (or 
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even a thousand people to be ambitious) doing very bold actions such as occupying 
buildings while everyone else hears about it on the evening news. If those millions of 
people took the perspective that they could and must  organize in their communities, 
I think it would really open up the possibilities of a seriously militant fightback. But 
hey, what can you do?

I would argue that really radical and militant action becomes possible when the 
broad base of people not only have the political consciousness that it is necessary 
(by experiencing limitations of other actions without getting demoralized) but most 
importantly,are empowered to see themselves as organizers.

If our actions in the near future, particularly March 4th, turn into something 
rather than just and ends into themselves, we have to approach this next semester 
with the attitude that everyone who is under attack, from the people that are cur-
rently dismissive of us, to those that are under the most pressures of society (such as 
working multiple jobs and having families), to those that  to those that are always “to 
busy to get involved”, could be organizers. Until then, I think we need to be honest 
with ourselves that we are only at the beginning of our fight, not the end.

I am convinced that beating back the budget cuts and even making a revolution 
is possible, but is not going to be possible with only the people who are active right 
now. Let’s make last semester look like nothing.

Sincerely,
Jason Wins

Death to Democracy: A Manifesto of 
Berkeley Student Activism

By Abhay Agarwal

Within the collective struggle here at Berkeley that is now being called “the move-
ment to save public education”, an odd division has surfaced. A portion of activists 
have been calling for more democratic unity amongst participants of the struggle, 
thereby shunning all actions not determined by a singular mass assembly.

Perhaps counter-intuitively, forcing unity among the diversity of identities at 
Berkeley will inevitably be divisive rather than inclusive. It undermines already estab-
lished spaces, organizations, and ideas, some of which have been defended through 
many years of struggle, and which represent their constituents much more closely 
than a mass assembly ever could. Included in these established organizations are stu-
dent groups that were designed to give equitable representation and empowerment to 
marginalized voices, or more succinctly, groups with missions directly incompatible 
with mass assemblies. It is impossible to simply coalesce a heterogeneous group of 

activists together without re-inscribing social, cultural, ethnic, and class inequities 
and further marginalizing people through actions such as majority votes. In addi-
tion, attempts at reforming the structure of the general assembly from within have 
been unsuccessful for the same reasons. A group of activists started the Third World 
Assembly (an organization reminiscent of the Third World Liberation Front at San 
Francisco State University in the 60’s) that was used to address the disparagement be-
tween the general assembly and communities of color; however, this group’s demands 
and separate decisions were ignored by the majority of protesters.

In order to protect the sanctity of established spaces and identities, it is necessary 
to move away from our disposition toward democracy and instead toward an ethic of 
relative autonomy. That means allowing smaller coalitions to organize and discuss so-
lutions in their own manner, but supplementing that independence with a constant 
and vigilant desire to create inter-relationships between groups.

You might ask, what makes the unity formed inside one of these coalitions any less 
oppressive than the unity demanded by a general assembly? For one, most of these 
coalitions were founded with a distinct mission and recruited members based on 
dedication to that mission. A general assembly reverses this process by building mem-
bership, then using its structure to establish a mission. The former method allows for 
a wider range of personal freedom and emphasizes values over majorities. Second, 
by its nature there can only be one mass assembly, so exclusion from it means re-
moval from the entire process of activism, whereas there are a multitude of coalitions 
available or even the option of creating your own. What this ethic does not entail, 
however, is for different organizations to refuse to work with each other. My, your, 
and our struggle cannot persist unless we work together, and a necessary aspect of 
that is the constant desire to create inter-connections between groups. It also means 
constantly trying to find new ways to represent ourselves and others.

My detractors will argue that only a unified collective action will ever make an 
impact, or gain mass attention, or something along similar lines. Not only is this de-
monstrably false (via the occupation of Wheeler Hall by 43 protesters that attracted 
a crowd of 2000 and national media attention), but it also lies on flawed assump-
tions. We do not need to demonstrate to anyone that we are strong, rather we should 
exert that strength at every moment, at all possible times, and to its fullest potential. 
Moreover, discard any belief that our “movement” needs media attention to reach 
out to a broader audience. The media has proven itself to consistently and repeatedly 
take sides with the most drastic rhetoric or the most patronizing spokesperson, or the 
person with the highest paycheck. Appealing to the media denies you your autonomy 
as an independent voice and subverts our desire to undermine dominant structures.

The logic of relative autonomy is not to split a struggle into an amalgamation of 
dissonant quarrels. Rather, it is necessary in order to strengthen our identities in a 
way that also empowers any other participant in the struggle. We do not need a single 
massive coalition to draw a line in the sand between “us” and “the system”. We are 
much past the point of having to draw lines at all. The lines were drawn a hundred 
times over with the faculty/worker/student walkout on September 24th that 5000 
individuals participated in, and they are redrawn every time a worker is laid-off, a 
teacher is furloughed, or a student is denied entrance. If we remove ourselves from 
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this structure of mass-agreement, then we do not have to forsake our entire struggle 
when one group of people does something we do not agree with. This manifesto 
is foremost an invitation to not feel constrained by the motives of those who have 
carved out separate identities from you. Act as you see fit! Any of us and all of us have 
the ability to transform, deconstruct, or investigate the way an unjust public educa-
tion system impacts our lives.

This manifesto will probably be linked by some to the march on Berkeley chancel-
lor Robert Birgeneau’s house of Friday the 11th where two potted plants and a win-
dow were broken. As it stands, the event speaks more to repression and brutality by 
the administration than the protesters’ misplaced motives. All 8 protesters who were 
arrested have been released free of charges, despite originally being held on $130,000 
bail. However, even if those protesters did have a definite inclination towards vio-
lence, it doesn’t make sense to discard your own struggle because several others see 
the situation differently. More importantly, feelings of resent cannot be alleviated 
through a majority vote, so the argument that those protesters were not following the 
correct procedure to have their voice heard is inadequate. Rather, we must perhaps be 
more diligent in fostering a community in which our discontent is directed towards 
productive actions.

Lastly, a question that we must all eventually ponder is how do we incorporate 
out own ethic of self-determination and independence into the structures we create 
to promote them? If our collective struggle is being ruptured by its own inadequacy 
to create broad inclusion, can we really place it above the system we are combating?

Thanks to Daria Garina for edits and corrections

the story of occucat
By Alexandra Black

 This is Lawrence, the occucat,
Sometimes people tell me he’s fat,

Tipping the scales at 20 lbs.
He’s here to hold the building down. 

lawrence is my 20 lb. black maine coon.  on the night of the 10th (december 
2009), i took him with me to the open university.  i planned to be there all night writ-
ing a final paper & studying.  i had recently left him alone when i went to los angeles 
to protest the regents meeting, and my poor baby was hungry & lonely for 36 hours 
because jerry forgot to check on him, & so i wanted to bring him w/ me.  (also i had 
brought him earlier in the week & a number of people--especially alejandro--wanted 
to see him again.)

anyway, i loaded up all my school books & my laptop & some cat treats, & law-
rence & i walked on down to freeler hall.  now freeler hall, that’s what we were calling 

wheeler since we’d liberated it on monday, & it was a beautiful place, full of avid & 
frantic studying; impromptu dance parties; unisex toilets; free hot dinners cooked 
with love @ cloyne & lothlories; endless coffee; lectures & workshops & skillshares 
led by students, faculty, workers, & community members; a free library; an info table 
staffed ‘round the clock & with pamphlets w/ titles like “free education: for your con-
sideration” (because the movement is nothing if not clever w/ rhymes); yes, all this, 
& something more, something magical: there was love & solidarity & hella occu-pie.

so there we were, me & lawrence, him curled up beside me in the back of the 
auditorium while i wrote my final essay on allegory/ gender roles/ sexual violence/ 
political power in three paintings by rubens.  well, as time went by, lawrence started 
to get a little restless, so i took him out to the lobby to hang out with cristina & ale-
jandro.  when i went to check on him after a while, he had somehow climbed into the 
space beneath one of the display cases in the lobby (no mean feat when you consider 
his girth).  as i had work to do--the paper was due at 11 and here it was nearly 4--i 
decided to leave him be & get him later, when i was finished.  and there he stayed for 
the time being, but that’s not really what this story’s about.

this story is really about a crisis of priorities.  at around 5 a.m. on friday the 11th 
of december, 2009, the ucpd handcuffed shut the doors of freeler--wheeler hall, to 
them--and, without a dispersal order, arrested 65 of its occupants, most of whom 
were sleeping or studying.  (one more--cristina--was arrested outside the building 
while trying to rally support for us, her brothers & sisters.)  my friends were dragged 
out of slumber by cries of “wake up!  you’re under arrest!”  i knew it was coming.  they 
didn’t notice me @ first, crouched behind the last row of seats.  i kept typing, trying 
to delay the inevitable.  but they did notice me eventually, and after they had me in 
the plasticuffs (i hope those are recyclable!) i grabbed my teddy bear & moved over 
toward some of my friends to ask if they were okay.

already we were laughing nervously, making tasteless jokes, griping about the valu-
able hours of sleep/studying we would lose.  they took us in groups down to a base-
ment room, where one of them opened a window, letting in the frigid pre-dawn air.  
i glanced over at elliot, who’d been arrested in his boxers.  “raise your hands if you’re 
cold!” cried tal, and we groaned; some people made valiant efforts to flip their arms 
over their heads.  “well anyway,” i sighed, “at least i picked cool shoes to get arrested 
in”--black & cherry-red hightops.  “mine are cooler,” declared jason, who was bare-
foot.

then came the long wait.  it was the first of quite a few long waits that day, and 
possibly the most agonizing for me because we didn’t know what was going to hap-
pen.  finally they began to take away my friends & comrades, lining everyone up 
in the hall.  i was one of the last in the room & felt both abject terror & a strange 
resignation.  as i joined the line--i moved to stand closer to daria, as a comfort to us 
both--i also felt a fierce, exhilarating empowerment, so that when it was my turn to 
be led out to the prison bus i held my head high and told one of the cops to ‘take his 
fucking hands off [me]’.

i guess he didn’t like that too much because he & one of the other cops pulled me 
in opposite directions despite my protests.  & then she pulled harder & jerked my 
teddy bear out of my hands & gave me the day’s first humiliatingly aggressive pat-
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down & when they handed me back my bear & directed me out into the watery grey 
light of day i had tears streaming down my cheeks.  but just then someone called my 
name & i looked up & saw xander & alex & anna & suddenly i felt okay again & 
grinned @ them & shouted, “i love you!”

the rest of the day is a little fragmented in my memory.  daria sang against me! on 
the bus to santa rita--”baby, i’m an anarchist, you’re a spineless liberal!”--& the first 
thing addressed to me personally @ the jail was, “you think that’s funny?  i’ll fucking 
bury you in this jail,” to which i replied, with a calmness i did not feel, “sir, i am not 
as intimidated by you right now as you clearly want me to be.”  one of the guards who 
was searching us called marija ‘waldo’ (even though her black & white stripes were 
much more marcel marceau) & asked me if i was on nitrous when i laughed @ the 
faces the boys were making through the window of their cell @ the end of the hall, 
especially andy.  a young guard asked me how many units i was taking & as i replied 
i remembered that these are people, too, even if they are instruments of a violent 
coercive institution & have been socialized into brutality.

we spent a while in the holding cells, about 15 women in mine.  (the guards 
harassed raquel the most because obviously standing up for your rights while being 
young, poor, black, & female is an extra-heinous crime.)  we laughed & cried & tried 
to reassure each other that we were doing the right thing, that it was worth it.

& in the end i guess it was, & on saturday when they reopened wheeler after it had 
been on lockdown i went & found lawrence exactly where i had left him, terrified but 
not much worse for the wear after i got him home & gave him some treats.  & there 
we were, me & my anarkitty, both a little shellshocked but dealing with it.  & i was 
pretty proud of my boy who had, after all, continued to occupy the building for 28 
hours after we’d been arrested.  so proud, i guess, that i got together w/ john & we 
wrote a little song, & it goes like this:

 
This is Lawrence, the occucat,

Sometimes people tell me he’s fat,
Tipping the scales at 20 lbs.

He’s here to hold the building down.//

For 28 hours after mommy got arrested,
Lawrence hid out in Freeler.

The cops didn’t find him, which attested
to his status as a freewheeler.//

‘Cause Lawrence has big black furry balls
& as the cops all combed the halls

he was right between those hallowed walls
sustaining the occupation.//

(CHORUS)

My anarkitty has a motto--
it’s “hella occupy”.

On December 11th he did just that
while an entire day went by.//

So glad the pigs didn’t find him
& now he’s back with me

& ready to keep on fighting
with love & solidarity.//

(spoken/shouted) Whose university? MY CAT’S UNIVERSITY!

& i guess next time i get arrested--not that i want there to be a ‘next time’, but i 
know it’s a distinct possibility--i’ll sing this little song & i’ll think of my occucat, & 
of freeler hall, &, really of love & solidarity & all the things i’m fighting for.

alix “my last name is so appropriate for an anarchist” black & john “free-zen” 
friesen
Alix’s notes: Copied, almost verbatim, from my journal & a scrap of brown paper towel.  Thanks to John 
F. for the music.  In the style of “Alice’s Restaurant” by Arlo Guthrie (sort of ).
John’s notes: Chords are tentative. Rhythm is bouncy but can be played in various styles. Chorus meter 
seems to be a consistent 8 syllables per line.

Response to a Violent System
By Kaitlin Kimmel

I woke up at 5 am on Friday morning to the screams of my roommate.
“People are getting arrested in Wheeler! They arrested everyone in Wheeler! Help! 
Help!”
The panic in her voice, the look of terror on her face, is something I will not forget.

In my roommate, I saw myself six months ago.
Her reaction reminded me of my reaction to recent trauma I had experienced due to 
complicated heart and brain surgery. 
I had screamed and felt powerless, dehumanized, out of control, 
The trust I had once had in a system that was supposed to protect me had been de-
stroyed.  Over and over again.

My trauma was medically related, hers was in part to this, in part to other things.
However, it doesn’t matter where the trauma originated from,
Our feelings were very much the same.
Trauma is trauma. There are varying degrees of it, multiple events compound on top 
of each other. Recent events can be triggers to past events. 

CD G (repeat)

G Bm G A  (repeat)
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Someone’s life experience affects how they respond to and deal with trauma.
One thing I’ve learned this year is that you can never discount someone’s honest, 
subjective experience. 
When your friends tell you they are having a difficult time dealing with what hap-
pened to them during the occupations and protests, 
with police brutality, with violence,
with what they witnessed and experienced first-hand,
believe them.

If you could’ve seen the look on my friends’ faces when they got back from Santa 
Rita, and heard their stories
If you could’ve heard my roommate’s screams, seen how manic she was, how unlike 
her usual self she was being,
You would know that we live in a violent system.
A system that puts people into boxes, punishes them when they take things into 
their own hands, uses extreme force to make non-compliant citizens comply with the 
agendas of those in power.
Whether it be in prisons or hospitals,
in the lies doctors have told me, or in lies various authority figures told my friends,
I see no difference.
Violence is violence.

“the new world is a dead scene”

the new world is a dead scene. It is a discarded scratched 80s pop record in a world 
where the kids keep it all on a file. They don’t want to hear that old shit. The way 
things are is the way they is, there is no changing things. Dig? well no actually people 
are still pushing the doors open - and the call is out now as it always been. We need 
more people to make this happen. All this mumbo jumbo applies to the crisis in 
public education in 2009 - and the many brave acts across the state of california to 
push back the encroachment of a privatized prison taking over the commons. As the 
bumper stickers tell us Act Locally the obvious answer is to goto UC Berkeley and 
lay my chips down with others who brave the stomping boot. The focal point has 
been Wheeler Auditorium but i dig the siege laid on California Hall (as well as other 
residences of the smug and powerful). Fucking dumping trash at the gates of the ad-
ministration--i had been looking at a lot of house crap that would’ve been excellent to 
have a new home. Too bad. Around this time word got out that Homeland Security 
suggested the UC lock Sproul hall and California hall - does this justify the existence 
of such an agency? The Americans who swear up and down defending Democracy 
seem proud of such checks and balances as separating law enforcement and military. 
Well that is increasingly out the door. Much less corporate presence (sponsorship) on 

campus. Chevron/BP/Peets/Tullys/Monsanto/tides and the punks are worried over 
Green Day being a sell out. But the point of rock n roll and punk groups are that 
they resemble guerilla operations. Tiny bands of self managed resource and power 
surges flying into the face of unchecked authority. Some of those guerillas dream to 
just give a song and dance to the masses - some dream of unleashing subdued desires 
and power of the people around us.

So keeping my ears open i was able to check out the open university and would 
return to absorb what was brewing in its crucible. Generally i feel the awkwardness 
of being a “non-student” but i waited as events unfolded. I followed my own advice 
which was to tell someone to stop in and check that shit out - it wasn’t long for this 
world. It’s hard for most of the student body was under the whip of finals and the 
other options for booty shaking, we were all suppressed by the cold which even took a 
few lives of street people that week. And most people were totally removed - as usual.

I had played with the idea of bringing a writing project to carve into while people 
fretted around me but the opportunity came up to finish a group project. The house 
i’ve been involved with was finishing its 3rd newsletter and we needed to meet up and 
lay it out. The suggestion arose to meet at Wheeler at 11pm. Everyone was late - rain 
threatened bicycle travel and the everlasting call to do other things rang loud.

After brief checkins we decided to do the work on the stage. Then some how we 
started doing warm up exercises; you know, jumping jacks, yoga, neck rotations. 
Then people joined in and as the newsletter essentials were laid on the table and 
looked at. Colin hooked up a laptop to get some work music over the intercom. Re-
ally it just turned into a dance party--like three or four turned into like fourteen. the 
stage lights went low and a spotlight remained on the table as the Helltimes crawled 
to the finishing line. Thankfully we lacked a typewrited at wheeler and the one at 
Long Haul was a short distance away, making it conducive to leave. Suffice it to say 
we weren’t arrested a few hours later when friday dawned - but better yet we were able 
to not have to shout over the music.
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